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ANOTHER IT-ALLY-IAN DISASTER. 


Poor Papa has been in the Italian quarter lately, advising them to give up all ideas of conquest in Abyssinia, and to devote more time and attention 
4% the manufacture of penny ices und piano-oryans. To impress on the Italians all he feels on the subject, Pa and Alexandry visited Suffron Hill the 
other day with what he calls his patent Organic-Ice-Trolly. The idea is, that while eating the gentle ice you are soothed with music calculated to | 
make the job easier. I asked Alec how they got on, and he said the scheme is merely in ils hinfancy.’ Alec knows a thing or two.’”’—Toortsiz. : 


A HAPPY THOUGHT. No. 1 IN THE BOOKS. { 


— 


THE case of this unhappy wretch, the Rev. Mr. Thomas 
Hunter, occupies, by some chance, the first page of 
numerous Newgate Calendars. In that edited by Mr. 
Pelham the editor says, “It is the first on our record, anil 
certainly deserves to be placed at the head of the first of 
offences which follows its melancholy recital.” 
Upon his quitting college with the degree of Master of 
Arts, Hunter, in aecordance with the practice of the time. 
entered the household of Mr. Gordon, an Alderman of 
Edinburgh, in the character of Chaplain to the family and 
tutor, to instruct Mr. Gordon's young sons, aged eight and 
ten. 
Among Mrs. Gordon's servants was a comely young 
woman, with whom the reverend gentlemen entered into an : 
intrigue, and this was discovered and reported to their . 
parents by the two little boys. There was, of course, a 
great deal to do, and the girl, generally the chief sufferer in ; 
these cases, was at once dismissed, while the Chaplain, who 
had always been considered to be a person of mild and 
amiable disposition and of great genius, was permitted to 
remain, upon his making such amends to the family as 
were in his power, by apologising for his indiscretion.” 


——— : 9 The folly of this conduct of his employers will soon be ‘ 

t Wt —. Not verT tose 2 7105 1 55 to ae a ‘ 
1 hen your roofi ots wi i H sour back hair long, thusly. Brush And the effect is miraculous! ! Chaplain, proceeding with the boys for one o eir 

os ae e 9 vie welbover to the feats 5 customary walks in the country, they all three sut down J 
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together to rest. The boys, however, eoon ran away to catch 
butterflies, The Chaplain was—whilst they were thus employed— 
sharpening a knife; presently he called them to him and declared 
his intention ot putting them both to death. 

Fearfully terrified, they endeavoured to escape, but he flung one 
down on his back and kuelt upon his chest and there, holding him, 
ett the other's throat. He then killed the first child in like 
manner, 

But all this was done in the open air, in broad daylight, and 
within half-a-mile of Edinburgh. Of course some one saw it. 

A gentleman walking on the Castle Hill observed what * 
gave the alarm. and ran with others to the scene of the tragedy. 
Hunter, having committed the crime, hurried towards a river close 
at hand, with the intention of drowning himself, but in this design 
he was frustrated and given into custody, 

The prisouer was brought to trial, under the old Scottish law, by 
which it wes provided that a murderer, beiug found with the blood 
of his victim on his clothes, should be prosecuted in the Sheriff's 
Court and executed within three days. “The frightful nature of 
the case,” we read, “ rendered it scarcely uncharitable to pursue a 
law so vigorous, according to ita letter, and a jury having been 
accordingly impanelled the prisoner was brought to trial and 
pleaded guilty, and the sentence of death was passed on him.” 

But this was not all. In addition to the sentence of death the 
prisoner was to have his right hand struck off, that he should bo 
then drawn to the gibbet, erected near the locality of the murder, 
by a rope. and that after execution he should be hanged in chains, 
between Edinburgh and Leith, the weapon of destruction 1 
passed through his hand which should be raised over his head an 
fixed to the top of the gibbet. 

This burbaròus sentence was carried out on the 22nd of i 
1700, At the fatal tree he cried out, There is no God—or if there 
be I hold Him in defiance.” 


— 


DENNIMONG. 

THE idjus skreick iss explane. The boise off the naybrood av 
gut her in thare thousings an watch the seen with derishun. Sud- 
denli they rush outt an surroun the unnpy Halexandri. Hat the 
stim moment the unbeknownt maiding tling asside her disguise, 

ITT 18 THE GAL FROM NEX DORE!!!!! 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
» Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned. 
should inclose a stam ped envelope — enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not incſose loose stamps. 


Sorry, A DEVOTED READER, Tut you do not like the chango— 
It's variety we aim at. Thanks for cuttings, F. H. STRANGE, 
Vat present, A. S. BARTLOW ; Later on 21 11 we may. Not 
that we're aware of, MADRICK ; You must take them by the day. 
Thanks for sketches. ARTHUR BARTON ; that we haven't 
space, Much obliyed for relic, CHUFYY ; We will try and find a 
place. Tootsie will be glad to, EVA. Cannot tell you, N. N. E. 
bred „ LiGHT Fantastic; Better write and learn 

o fee, 


— — 
“ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 18. 6d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps ov . O. O. payable to GILBERT DALZIBL, 
“Tne SLor Enis, 99 Suoe LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUR DE LA BaNQue. 
— —— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Sr rant, on phe encepted ), who all ha 9 to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’8 HALF- 
Hoipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLorEn's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
ScENE—Svellings’ Hall. 

Swellings. Delighted to see you, dear boy. Come upstairs and 
let me introduce you to some of my country friends. 

Scribbles. Thanks. IInIf. a- minute, old man, This is a new hat, 
will it be safe to leave it down here? 

Swellings. Perfectly safe, I can assure you. You are the only 
literary man here this evening. ae 


s 
George. I've sent instructions down to Southampton to overhaul 
my t and get her ready for the reason. 
ladge. Oh, I'm so glad. I'm a capital sailor, you know. 
George. Are you, indeed? Are you open to an engagement? 
Madge. What rating can you offer me? 
George. Let me see! Well, I want a mate, a 
Madge. George, darling, 1 am yours, (No carde, 
se 
s 
A MAN by remorse may so deeply be stirred 
As to say, “I deserve to be kicked!” 
But if, taking the penitent chap at his word, 
You the punishmment kindly inflict, 
You will find by remorse he's not quite so depressed 
As you thought. For, with anger intlamed, 
He will first knock you down, and then dance on your 
chest, 
For bestowing the penance he named ! 
ss 


s 
The Poet. Say what you like about the matter, sir, genius will 
out. you know. 8 
The Materialist. Ves, I believe it will. Out at elbows, as a rule, 


isn’t it? „ „ 
* 


„ D'yER call 5H n gentleman?” demanded the duped coal - 
heaver of the i bookie, who had been slanging him in his 
“choicest.” Gentleman? Of course I bally well do!” was the 
blustering response. “S'elp me, that settles it!” said the other, in 
a tone of deepest conviction. * 1 must be a bloomin’ dook.” 


s 
her. Just sent my boy some money. 
5 Ah, you needn't grumble; you haven't to put 
up with what I have; your son isn't a billiard player, 
First Father. No. Pete 1am only too well aware of 
the fact. I wish to goodness he was, and I shouldn't be called 


wpon to shell out go often. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 622.—The “Pneumatic Cycling” Costume. 


= 
Mrs. Mulhooney, Bedads, Mike, and ye be pasting the label 


wid e musturd pot, and I wanted to put me feet in it to-night. 
It's too bad o ye! 


HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED P—No. 1. 


(1) Have you ever noticed that the man who continually prates 


about the absolute necessity of presence of mind in times =f sudden 
danger or difficulty 


2) Goes stark staring mad with fright, when some froliesome 
old cow happens to kick up her heels within half a mile of him? 


8 * 


([Satureay, March 20 1296, 


The Dean (about to read undergrad. a lecture). Good mornin» 
= pan I believe that you — ot. parte: 
wi . Now— 

raduate (airily). Really, you're v kind, sir; 
must ask you to Pols fo — you—it'ss little ‘os an 0 
me just yet. *° i 


“I'm not naturally an indictive woman,” said Mrs. Sloper, . but 
when that ALLY of mine comes home night after night in à con. 
dition of alcolic emulation, my intimation almost gets the better 
of my dissression, and I feel declined to consort to indigna), 


measures, oe 


Little Innocent. Oh, Admiral. did you ever meet a pirate? 

Admiral Growler, Yes, by jove! 1 should think I did! J., 
later than last Friday, and the villain actually charged nu n 
shilling from the Bank to the Royal Oak! Confound him! 


THAT pocket of a coat or vest 

Which tailors call the “inside breast“ 
Ia, as u general rule, espied 

Upon the garment’s right-hand side, 
Yet on the left of Oofbyrd's coat 

That inside breast you'll always note. 
He wants his cheque-book bey you see, 
As near his heart as near can be ! 


es 
Publican. But you told me before I engaged you that the wages 
were perfectly sat tory. 
New Barmaid, Yes; but I didn't know then that you used one 
those wretched patent tills. 2 


First Merchant, Fogley's absolutely infatuated with that lady 
clerk of his; he leaves the whole business almost under her 
control now. 

Second Merchant, Ah, that accounts for it then. I've noticed 
it’s all been miss-managed lately. 1 


„Look here, Lush ington,“ said young Prankley the other dar, 
“we all know you can get outside an awful quantity; now, how 
many drinks do you really think you could lower?“ “ Any gir,» 
number,” responded ington, promptly, with emphasis. Bur 
his pal decided it would be too expensive a job to put him to th: 
test. °° 

The Doctor. Oh, by-the-bye, Mr. Jones, excuse me mentionin: 
it, but when would it be convenient for you to settle that little 
account which has been standing over three years now? 

Jones. My dear doctor! Upon my soul, Im surprised at your 
asking for it. You sent me in an account “for medical advice ani 
medicine, 256.“ Now I can assure you that I neither took the 
advice nor the physic ; so as an honourable man you can hardly 
expect me to pay for them. 


— — 
AND THE HAIRPINS FLEW. 


“ Who spoke to you?” “Oh, nobody; but I didn't know that 
you thought so little of yourself.” 


A CRUEL CONSPIRACY, 

THE inward and outward 1315 of the palatial offices of the 
Ecening Excitement bore but little evidence of the dire calamity 
that was shortly to burst. like a bolt from the blue sky, upon thr 
staif of that excellent rr Noboay seemed to 
expect the happening of anyth out of the ordinary course of 
events, and things went on in their customary well-oiled manner. 
The oftice-boy sat at his desk, licked his inky fingers, and read the 
strange and startling adventures of “The Bouncing Baboon of the 

mary Backwoods.” The amiable penny-a-liner ambled wearily 
in on his usual errand—to borrow half-a-crown from the cashier. 
The latter gentleman was adding up his 5 cash account, in the 
effort to make sixpence to buy tobacco with. The inoffensive 
sub-editor, with the pale countenance and the hair arranged d / 
Pompadour, yearned over the last letter from his sweetheart, the 
fair barmaid at the neighbouring Black Boy and Faceache Hotel 
The proprietor had gone out to lunch, either at Buckingham Palac« 
or Lockhart's, and the editor read what he called the “rival rags. 
bit away at the end of a pencil, and wondered whether he would 
be allowed to charge cab fares for his last excursion to Bow Street, 
to bail out his Rarhamentary reporter, 

It is easy to eee, therefore, that the course of things was the 
usual quiet, placid and customary one. And yet, over all, there 
b ed a strange silence, a looming cloud, that foretold disaster 
—aye, disaster that was nearer to those devoted heads than their 
most optimistic hater could have guessed. . 

Presently, the editor put down his pencil and his papers, havin: 
apparently resolved to ask the cashier for the cab fare and chance 
whether the trick came off. The editor was sce about tu 
commence work. The sub. looked a bit distressed. But it wi 
evidently time, for his chief squared his chair up to the table. 
looking around him among the papers lying there. He wis in 
search of something. Was it his pen? : 

Hurriedly, gathering N as he went, he tossed things hitlf 
and thither as he hunted for the missing article. Presently, cv! 

ds of perspiration stood out upon his Shakespearean brow, an. 
he moaned in agony. One more quick, feverish hunt, one mor 
frenzied tossing about of the things. Then his head sank down 
on his folded arms, and he wept bitterly. 

The sub. approached him deferentially, full of sympathy. lle 
laid his hand upon the heaving shoulder, 

“What is it?” he asked. 5 

8 oe 9 the editor, those thieves !—those scoundrels! 

ic 
“The Nightly Hurricane.” (This was the rival ha p'ny rag.) 
SIS Ae ne Being dei, Tan, dh 
e' ve m e Evenin itement. „ diabo- 
lical, cold-blooded murder!? : 

“Surely not!“ , 

“They have !—or, rather, they have attempted to. But I- shall 
I allow it to be said that the Hrening Excitement expired with! 
an effort! No!“ He became grand in the passion of his his! 
resolve. “No! our paper shaii come out. We vill go to br.. 
We will educate the public mind, in spite of the awful theft cu 
mitted by the Hurricane.” 

„What have they stolen?” 

“ My scissors and paste |” 


Saturday, March 28, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE WITH GILBERT AND SULLIVAN. 


— 


Mn. W. S. Gnznr has his Following, and his Following has 
followed long and faithfully, It is a patient, vacomplaining race, 
probably, to « consider. 
able extent, suburban and 
provincial. It knows his 
Jokes, and when it sits 
down to listen to his new- 
est knows perfectly well 
what to ik age and would 
not have him depart from 
his well-known sameness. 
But it is lengli unlikely 
that he ever will. 

The same may be said 
of Sir Arthur Sullivan, 
whose only too familiar 
tink -a-tink-tinkling is 
ever at command to be 
turned on, always sooth- 
ingly alike, in such quan- 
ind as his Following 


res, 
All this is as it should 
and when Aunt Emma 
comes to town and, natur- 
ally, wants to see every- 
thin EVERYBODY 
(everybody down Little 
Teddlington way) has seen, 
she foes, of course, to 
Charley's Aunt and the 
Grand Duke. Charley's 


3 
E. 


Julia Jellione: Duke's Grandson, with a 
MavAME ILKA Vox Paluar. further supply of the dear 
old tepsy-turceydoms and 

szore sweet, soothing and familiar strains? 

There should, I have always thought, be houses to cater for all 
tastes. Not for thee, Aunt Emma, in thy beloved dress circle are 
the frivolities of Shov-Girls, Barmaids, and Gentlemen Joes not 
too often either the patriotic pop-gunplay, nor till quite sure 
everybody is cing to see it 8 new religious t or tail-coat 
melodrama, Without the Gil - Sullivan com there 
would be a void unfillable. Why should a void be? 

I miss, it is true, some familiar faces from the Savoy stage. But 
they are not all gone. 4 kindly providence has left to us our 
Kutland Barrington, melodious as ever, and happily no less plump. 


The Grand Duke: 
Mn. WALTER PassMORE, 


o: Von Krakenfeldt: 
Miss Rosina BRANDRAM, 


And there are new-comers, both of promise and performance; 
among them Ika Von Palmay, who pone in days gone by, have 
wen a certain @rand Duchess all London flocked to see. Miss 
Kosina Brandram and Mr. Walter Passmore La well their parts, 
ae the 1 brs — 5 dee he 18 5 : ia Carte,—the 
costumes delightful, and the grouping by ley Harris, perfect, 
snd where can yon dine better than at the Savoy Hotel 

When one has dined there, wisely and well, why wander afar in 


2 7 of the wherewithal to pass the next portion of the 
* g 


r. — — 
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HUBERT DE BLUEFUNK sLO PER. 
Born, 1190. POISONED, 1235. 


run the Painting by Raphacl Gambooger. at South Kensington 
Museum, 
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ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S pubs 


PRICE g PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ero. 


1 Rock Villa, Rowbaston, Taunton, 
March 12th, 1896. 

DEAR SIS. -I have found Sloper's Pills : 
be of the greatest value, “ia as I often suffer veo 
headaches, would not be without them, 

Yours respectfully, F. ZE. ROSSER. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
pid. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E. c. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 1255 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


we e ORSTINATE, CASES EA 2 — 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD es 
RELIEF, LADIES 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
LAD 


No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, IES 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : LADIES 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety LADIES 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 
A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 48. 9d.) is us- LADIES 


888SS8888 8888888888888 


ually sufficient for any case. LADIES 
Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 

Mrs, A. S. ALLEN, — 

145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LONDON, S. W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


most effectual on earth. Nothing can resiat them. 
Nd. 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


AN EYE TOOTH. 

Dip y’ever have an eye tooth” pulled out? 

Never? Well, if in the future you ever find you've got to, take 
“ rough-on-rats " or prussic acid, or lie down peacefully in front of 
the five o'clock Pullman to Brighton, because it's preferable. 

Bill Barkshorter, who lunches at the same food-foundry in 
Fetter Lane as | do, asked me it I'd go with him—somewhere up 
Leicester Square way—as a sort of kind of “stand-by-and-see-fair- 
play pai, the other day, and I said if he'd make it Saturday 
afternoon I'd oblige him. 

And we went. Im pretty good, somehow, at standing behind an 
operating chair, piping off the agonies of a pal and advising him to 
“buck up and bear it like an Englishman.’ 

The fellow with the forceps up his sleeve sate Bill down and 

red into his mouth. Oh, yes, it was an eye tooth right enough! 
asked the torturer, just to make Bill feel easier, if “‘eye tooth” 
meant that the roots connected with the sufferer's eyeballs, and he 
smiled and said, Probably.“ I lent a hand at strapping Bill in 
the chair, and then the fellow lanced his gums with a sort of ham- 
33336 least, that's what it looked like 


me. 

Oh, Jemima! wasn't it fine when he got the stump forceps fairly 
on to Bill's tooth! “This is a fair old tough un,“ said the dentist. 
Just put yer arms round my waist and we'll both pull together!“ 
I did. We pulled, and pulled, and got right back by the blue 
glass washstand ; either it was a very long tooth, or else the roots 
were stretching. I asked the dentist which he thought, but he 
was silent. I think he didn't wish to admit that anything was 
happening which had not already occurred in his experience. 
Meanwhile, Bill had half fainted. 

The dentist got out some fresh tackle and took another grip. 
“This is what we calla ‘stomach-tooth,’” he said, “the roots are 
beneath his waist. Now, then.“ We had another mighty tug, and 
this time succeeded in pulling about a yard of the root away—the 
top root, that is—we atill couldn't quite reach the end. The pain 
brought Bill partly to, and he begged to be allowed to bite the root 
off, but the dentist wouldn't let him. Said some supose dentist 
might get to hear that he employed unqualitied help inside the 
patient s mouth and thus ruin his reputation, As he re-fixed the 

rappling instruments Bill gave a groan and became unconscious. 

Alt the better,” said the dentist, “ for the painful part is coming 
now, and he won't be able to feel it.“ Then, by his directions, 
held Bill's head in position by the ears, while he got another gri 
on the tooth, shouldered the forceps, and walked away like a 
harge- horse going on ahead with thetow-line. When he got to the 
door he opened it and passed out—to get more assistance, thought 
1—but, no, for just as he reached the top stair the blessed root 
Enve way with a PING! and down the stairs the molar-shunter 
went, head over heels! 

* Great Scott!“ he cried, when he came up, holding the roots in 
one hand and wiping the blood from his nose (which he'd hit on 
the umbrella stand in the hall) with the other; “d'ye see that bit 
of splintered bone on the end of the root? 

1 owned I did. ! 

“That's a chip off his left knee-cap!" he eaid. 

We brought Bill to by burning brown paper and feathers under 
his nose, and the syndicate of surgeons that is nursing him back to 
health, says he'll be nearly the aine man again if he don't die, 
though it may improve his digestive organs a little. 


— — 


HA, HA! 

“I MET Mrs, Slimley the other day,” said Brownley to his neigh- 
bour, and you've no idea how ill the poor thing looks: she's 
slowly wasting away. You're not very stout yourself, and neither 
am I; but she's thinner than both of us put together: 5 

ta 


99 
RAVENSRUE. 


— 


CHAITER XIII. 

Al. Ax wick. the Alchemist, now shaven and shorn, and dressed 
no longer iu the cumbrous garments which had made him 
mysterious in the past, was, for a moment. abashed—but only 
for u moment, The lady who nung herself into his arms and 


Br 


twined herself 
round his neck 
might have 
been more 
youthful and 
esa manly. 
looking, but 
after nil. she 
was his wife, 
„My Alan. 
wick!" she & 
murmured, “I 
mourned thee § 
as dend.“ 


„And I thee, 
Mary Ann,” 
said he, as he 
gazed into 
space over her 
shoulder, “It 
hax been a sad 
and criminal 
waste of grief.“ 
he continued, 
“but will be 
atoned for in 
our rejoicings. 
But who is this 
goodly youth?” 
said Alanwick, 
fiercely, as he 
scowled at the 
travel - etained 
vouth who had 

n his wife's companion. “Truly, a strange comrade for thee.” 

Be not jealous, good Alanwick,” said Mary Ann. 

“Tam not jealous,” said Alanwick, stoutly, “but methinks you 
give me cause.” 

“There is no cause, good husband; think not that I would be 
untrue to you, even in thought,” said the lady, ignoring the pro- 
motion she had hoped for while yet in the service of the Lord 
Godolphin. “It is no south, it is a woman—a lady.” 

“ Good lack, good Mistress Mary Ann, it reems that the ladies of 
to-day are limited in their choice of fashion, Is there no other 
garb whence ye came, that you should thus outrage the proprieties 
in this way?” 

“Hush! Alanwick, nor put her to the blush for that,” said Mary 
Ann. “She was fleeing from the oppressor. She seeks her own 
true love, and you will help us.” 

“Will I, faith. it may be that her own true love would not 
thank me to find him,” he muttered. “1 could have waited vet 
awhile myself.” he thought. And who may this oppressor be, 
and what was the nature of his oppression ?” 

“ He desired to marry her. His name was Lord Godolphin.” 

“Godolphin! Are you the Lady Edwina?” 

“Tam, alas!” 

„Alu, me no alasses! Do you seek young Ravensrue?” 

“Tt seems unmaidenly to say it, but I do.“ 

“Then you have come to the right shop for him,” said Alauwiek. 
“Come with me. ' 

“But l would not see him in this dress,” said the Lady Edwina, 

“faith, he would like thee none the less in it, I doubt. But 
perhaps it would be as well that you had a change. Here, good 
Mary Ann, here is money for thee, Come with me toa house 1 
wot of, and thence send thee to the nearest seller of falderals fur 
euch gear us you need.” 

„But this is gold, Alanwick.” 

“Gold? 1 should think it was, and there is more where that 
came from.” 

“You were not wont to part with thy cash so readily,” said 
Mary Ann. 

“By my faith, I had it not to part with in the bad old days. 
But the times are changed, and we change with them. Get thee 
thy raiment. Let it be of the best, and fear not for the expense,” 
said Alanwick, with a laugh. It will be something new to hear a 
woman hesitate to spend her husband's cash on goods to deck 
herself withal.” 

And are you sure you are glad to sce me again? 

“Oh, yes, that is all right, you know,” said Alauwiek. 

“ And where have you beeu all the while! I have some right to 


“Who is this goodly youth?“ 


5 * 


know.” 

“It will take months to tell all that — let's slump it in the 
interests of this tired lady, and say | have been at the club,” said 
Alanwick, with a shrug of his shoulders, 

“Here, madam,” said Alanwick to the Lady Edwina, as he 
knocked at the door of a cottage, “ here vou will get rest, refresh- 
ment and change of garments, and I will hie me to the Master of 
Ravensrue and tell him of your arrival.” 

“Thanks, good sir.“ said the lady Edwina, as she bent her head. 

“And don't you be going to the club again,” said Mary Ann 
Stubbs, 

(To be concluded next week.) 


A MUSK-CULAR SCENT, 


Husband (going to take his wife ta the Frir). Great heavens, 
Dora, where does all this infernal smell of musk come from? 

Wife. Me, darling — l'm sprinkled all over with it. I know 
you'll want me to struggle into that squeczing pit—must have 
sumcthing to keep the crowd at a distance! 
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A POST OF DANGER. POOR DARLING! SHE COULDN'T cuss. 


S NOTICE. 
vou ARE REQUESTED 


THE MAN WHO PLAYS 
THE HARMONIUM , 


HE DOES HIS’ BEST., 


Nora. Playing billiards always upsets me dreadfully, 


— a - 
A : é “A four-line part, love, no tights, and skirts to The Major. Really. 8 
The above notice, says an American paper, was put the knee. I inte oar manager eee and more.“ Nora. g es; I've never learnt anything to express my feelings when I miss, vun 
up in a meeting house out West quite recently. Extract from Kitty Hoplight's Latest Letter. know, 
AFTER THE SIXTH BOTTLE. SOME OF THIS WORLD'S TRIALS. 


„„ Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographe from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


Mr, Frink (after a busy day in the City). Ullo, 


“'Ere, inter-ruptin’ you—why're you like Old Nick {—’cos—he—he—he—(hic Mary, what's that parcel ! 
* = ‘ous he's alongs! toastin’ his frens. He, he!” an lary. It's a new cradle, I believe, sir. 
HE TOOK HER ADVICE. THREE SHIES A PENNY. WHY, INDEED P 


No. 436.—Miss ANNIE CLARKE, 


“ My heart, my life, my only i 1 


“She's all the world to me!” Lord Bob. 5 “You should do as you vish to be done 9 i 10 
“ hopelessly enslaved !"” vy, O'Flatherty.” An’ that wi 5 You're a nice little fellow; 
e —The Hon. Billy. Molly. Let's yer.” i Fancy Sketch—“ Sally in our Ally.” why don't you grow? 


ROUGH ON THE HAPLESS ELDER. 


9 ° } 
Vem 7 


— 1 


— = 4S 


days a boat, fill! 


soon i known that there wouldna be (3) At last he thocht he had found peace in Cockernomie's cave; but after three : 
01 a a for elght long, weary years, McNab (2) And mair deeficult tae get with female beauty, floated in, an' a well-kent voice roared, “ Here's the goggle-eyed grasshopl” 
fo a deeficult to get tae the Kirk on the Sabbath hame frae the Thistle o’ a nicht. ladies! Cum oot an’ be married like a man, ye carneeverus Catamaran !“ Au there's nothing 
fou noo for the Elder but the Kirk. vaird. 


worn, 
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Te, Serger: Cup · fore Sark bor. 
. OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The London men ta picecs went, Against the team that Cambridge sent :—To paint the face a A few more days now, and that time-honoured and truly sporting battle, the University Roat Race, 
nut-brown red, Will keep . sunburn, it is said:—The Hampstcaders, the other day, Received will take place. In these days of “ fake and “ hank,” it is refreshing to feel that we have at least 
The 7 


Round . F. cgur Cõõ· 


u drubbing all the way :—The Ancient’s blessings on the ercws, Who represent the rina Blues :— one contest above suspicion, It is this, in a great measure, that makes the race so popular; for 
Avery well-contested sight, It proved ta be the other night .- Criminal law, a judge doth state, A how many of the crowds who line the banks know aught of rowing or the Universities? May the 
hundred years is out of date :—Our National expenses are Lhis year, the most we're had by Jar.— bent boat win, “Them’s the sentiments” of —THE, SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


THE NEW GIRL AGAIN. 


THE GAY SUBURBAN. 
+; but “You leave me alone, pleeshman, I’ve found the 
: North Pole.” “Come, move on, I don’t want any 
of your Nansense.” 


Mr, Gluckstein, Did you hear that Tsaacs had 
anudder fire? 

Mr. Jacoobs, What a lucky man ne is! Waat 
did he get this time? 

Mr, Gluckstcin, Three years’ hard. 


“No, "Liza Orkins ! it 9115 45 wen e e 2 
iti makes me praad an’ orty. It's the recollechshun o 

cat, fr HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. “Well, Godfrey, I’m sure you've often kept me waiting for the same reason.” seein’ you eatin’ whelks ant o' the same saucer as 

ming I ut No. 3.—" How doth the little busy bee.” “Never quite so long, dear—my boots don't reach half way up my legs.“ *Arry ‘Iggins larst night, wot steels my ‘art agin yer! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~— 


QuanTeR Day again! Ah! there is a nasty sound about th 

words, isn't there? To those happy individuals with few liabilities 
and a nice comfortable sum 
at the Bank to meet em 
with, the twenty-fourth of 
March, of course, possesses 
no terrors, but to the far 
more numerous class, who, 
like A. SLOPER, are ever iu 
a chronic state of oofless- 
nens, it is a day of reckoning 
ii How those many 
little quite forgotten ac- 
counts do pour in, to be 
sure, to say nothing of the 
big items, which, alas! are 
more than enough to leave 
“broke.” 


back, doesn't it? It seems 
absolutely impossible that 
there can be only four of 
them a year. They appear 
to turn up a dozen times, at 
least, „ 


TRE Moss-Grown Struc- 
ture has this day been 
pleased toconfer the. Award 
of Merit” upon ELLIS 
. STANYON, because he's a 
wonderful wizard. “A most deservin’ case, feyther, was the 
Blue-Eyed's pipe as he cast his cerulean o over the new 
diploma, “The professor's a real smart chap, | can tell you, and 
what he don’t known about conjuring, shadowgraphy, and ventrilo- 
quism nin t worth learning. The way you spot em. feyther, is 
really——.” But the sentence was never concluded bored 
parent had resolved to stand it no longer, and for the next ten 
minutes or so the squeals that issued from the Sloperian mansion 
were bloodeurdling. Pig-killing wasn't in it. 


*. 

AND so it is just possible we shall not see Mr. Cust's threatened 
new evening paper after all. The late editor of the Pull Mali is 
doubtless overloaded with advice, so that A. SLOPER's shall be 
brief. It is nothing more than an esteemed contemporary’s advice 
to those about to marry. ees 

s 


ERUDITE critics have told us that Fur the Crown is a work that 
no earnest student of the drama should miss seeing on any account, 
This is probably so, but 


what percentage the _ 

play going public are . 

garment ator ents of the i 5 00 
rama e are not = 
prepared to answer this ( 2 


ittie query with mathe- 
matical accuracy, but 
we'll bet very kong odds 
that it’s a very infini- 
tesimal one. Most people 
go to the theatre for 
amusement, for recrea- 
tion ; those who go for 
the purpose of studying 
the drama couldn't keep 
a theatre open a week. 
The present play at the 
Lyceum is a fine work 
undoubtedly, it is also 
magnificently acted, but 
it is not a piece that will 
ever develop into a 
popular London success, 


* 
THe “Sloper Mar- 
rant has just been 
bestowed upon Mr. J. F. 
Briscoe, the manager of 
Réné’s gentlemen's hat 
department, 107 King's 
Road, Brighton. Mr. 
oel „ A. 8 d unbounded 
ol ly appoin cad. Corerer to A. SLOPER, and unboun 
joy prevails at London-by-the-Sea in consequence. 

DEsPITE his outward suavity, eays “One Who Knows Him,” 
President Kruger has at heart a deep-rooted contempt and anti- 
— of the English. The precise opinion of the English regarding 

lent Kruger would now be dis inctly interesting. 


THE CinGmatographe is ving such a huge attraction at the 
Empire that the nesters Gave a special matinée last Saturday. 
It’s a marvellous and deeply interesting invention. 

ees 


s 
THE rumour which created the wildest excitement at the Carlton 
Club the other night, that a petition had been lodged to 1 
A. SLOPER of his seat for Shoe Lane on the ground of i 7 
treating, is devoid of foundation. McGooseley says the Old Man 
hasn't stood him a twopenn’orth for years. 


s 

ANYONE who would witness a variety entertainment of the 
highest order had better look into the Tivoli, where the pro- 
gramme is as usual one of colose 

5 ral dimensions. Here may be 
found most of the greater stars 
of the music-hall firmament 
shining with all their wonted 
lustre, including the widely 
popular Marie Lloyd, without 


whom no music-hal me 
is really com . Everybody 
loves their she is chic, 


daring and up-to-date, always 
has something new for us and 
always something good. She 
forms the charming subject of 
the accompanying etch, 


4 

Mrssrs. A. SPEELMAN AND 
Rotterdam, have just 
1 brand of cigars 
which they have named “ ALLY 
SLopER's Har- HOLIDAY.” 
It is a good, substantial weed, 
bi ing made of choice Sumatra. 
Borneo and American Seed 
Lenf. Mesars. Speelman can 
mail 300 ‘ALLY StorEn's 
Hau¥r-Houipay” cigars to any 
address, carriage paid, in Eng- 
land, Ireland, Scotland, and 
Wales, for 22s, 6d. We have 
— to add that the label on 
each box, representing the 
Zoe. & at ine 0h 23 

ever. “This cigar wi t any blessed smoke 
ie 918 oy fn The foregoing etatement is embodied in an 


aflidavit, sworn to by A, SLOPEL. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


THERE Is xo TRUTH IN THE REPORT THAT THE BROKERS 
ARE IN AT PINKTITE VILLA, AND THAT THE CLASSES 
WILL BE DISCONTINUED IN CONSEQUENCE. NOTE THE 
ONE ADDRESS — SIGNOR SLOPERINI, PINKTITE VILLA, 


Batrersea, 8.W. No Extras. 


7 


No. 4.— Miss Maudie Nickerson tising “ The Longsox Twist.” 
This tried even the patience of the Signor—Maudie was so tire- 
some. Now, however, she does it divinely. 


— —ñ—ũ 


THE POET’S PARNASSUS. 

HE had thrown up a in—certainly an unromantic, 
but sound as a bell from an & 8. d. point of view—a bacon-curer's 
counting in order to devote his whole time, not to mention 
his heart and soul, to the writing of toral verse for the weekly 
}apers. Somehow or other the weekly papers hadn't responded ns 
bee d as they might have done, so that nom he was depending u 
good deal upon what the future might have in store for him. A 
good many young men do that, 

“They may ee ds they may mock,” he cried, rather bitterly, to 
the dear, good girl who had sworn—and seemed rather regretful 
about it, too—to stick to him through thick and thin, as he walked 
her up and down the Temple gardens and spoke of the most recent 
editorial Lag of his hopes, “but I mean to go on writing just 
as . and Milton did, and the spring will come again, the 
buds will open, and those trees, now black as ink, will be——" 

“Stay, Percy,” cried the sweet girl, smilingly, “I cannot allow 
you to compare yourself to those trees. They won't be thoroughly 
green for another six weeks, but yowu—ahem, I mean——” 

But he drew himself up proudly and cast her arm away from him. 

„Go, 5 he cried ; and the fair girl, who had a second 


string to her bow in an eligible young 8 fitter, earning 
three pounds ten, ready money, every Friday night, took the 
penniless poet and his word and go-ed 


Somehow, girls only appreciate poetry when the pantry's well 
supplied l 


3 . ror 

nee 8 ou mean to assert then, sir, that th 

plaintiff has deliberately Hed ? 8 5 
Witness. Well, 1 ly like to put it as impolitely as all that. 


But | will swear that if he was anxious to state what is entirely 
untrue, he's been remarkably successful in the attempt. 


GOLFERS BEWARE! 
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The above represents a very painful incident in the life of a member of our artistic staff, who has become a raving Goiphoht 
Wife, child and work have been 2 and deserted, while this b young man still continues on his downward career. I! 
and loving woman, the pitiful prayers o 

If ever there were an instance of a promising and beautiful life being crushed in 


beseechings of a broken-hearted 
A. SLOPER, Exq., are like water on a duck's back, 
mould, this is indeed one! 
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WHEN THE CAT'S AWAY. 


Four = out, too? You say young rascal ! let's G0 to tho 


pire and have a rollicking time together. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs,. 
A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK FNDING APRIL Aru, 189¢, 


20th March, 1864.—George Daniel (the D. G.“ of Cumber. 
land's plays) moh. this diay, aged 74. oe 

30th 1888.—An inquest is reported to have be 
held at Salford this day on the body of amen Armstrong, eel 
fifty-three, a once famous Cumberland wrestler. Latterly he ha! 
kept the Crown Inn, the headquarters of the Cumberland ani 
Westmoreland Society in Manchester, of which society he hal 
always acted as umpire, He was found dend in bed. 


31st March, 1805.—It was reported from Clonmel this ds; 
that ten persons were charged with having murdered a wom. 
Her husband gave her herbs, and the other prisoners held he 
while she was forced to take them. He then called on her to sir. 
in the name of God, that she was not his wife. She was held ove 
the fire to make her say this. These edings were repeata 
the following night, and her husband wanted her to eat thre 
pieces of and jam. He knocked her down when she refused 
stripped off all her clothes, poured paraffin oil over her, and « 
fire to her. She was burned to death as a witch! 


ist April, 1890.—A gentleman called this day, in Paris, x 
the Prefecture of Police, and asked to see M. Lozé, but he was tol; 
that as he came unprovided with an introduction it was impossib|. 
for him to obtain an interview with the Chief. The visitor, how. 
ever, . “Ask him his name then,” said the Prefect. Th 
attendant came back in a couple of minutes and uttered the on 
word“ Eyraud!” ‘Show him in,” cried M. Lozé ima hurry. The 
stranger entered. And there you are at last 1“ said the Prefect 
“but you have cut your beard.” “My 1!” exclaimed the 
individual. “And,” continued M. Lozé, “you have dyed yourself: 
you are fnir. Ina word, where do you come from?” The citizen 
replied that he came from his domicile in a street where ne hii 
lived for three years. It was clear that this highlv-respectab 
tenant could not be the alleged murderer of Gouffé. Inquin 
showed that he had been enn“ April fool,” for he had receivei 
that morning a letter on the official paper of the Prefecture invitin: 
him to present himself there at ten o'clock, adding that imme! 
ately he gave his name to the hall-porter he would be receive! 
The writer was not far wrong; but the laugh was as much agains 
the police as the dupe. 


4 nd April, 1843.— Mrs. Honey, the famous actress, died this 
ay. 


8rd April, 1872.—This day the Birmingham Corporatio 
resolved to open its Central Reference Library and Art Galler 
on Sundays; but the first library to act as pioneer was that d 
Manchester. Therefore, it will be seen that Sunday opening is 1 
innovation in London or in the country, although described as 
dangerous precedent and an interference with established custox 
that ought not to be sanctioned by legislation.” 


4th A) 1892.—A colonial paper of this date says : Cho. 
the sub: of rabbit destruction some astounding proposals an: 
sug; ms have been received from various parts of the world 
The last, which is from South Australia, is that a number of carp 
snakes should be let loose amongst the rabbits, which would. it 
asserted, be speedily eaten up by the reptiles. The correspondent 
also furnishes some remarkable data regarding the feeding capacit! 
of carpet snakes. When from 5 ft. to 6 ft. long they are. h 
able to eat two or three rabbits at a meal; but when 15 tt. or 16 
long they are able to eat six rabbits. Anticipating inquiry aaf. 
what would happen if the snakes me more numerous thi 
rabbits, he proposes that carpet snakes of one kind only should b. 
used, and after eating all the rabbits the snakes would then procec! 
to eat each other.” 


— —-—-— 
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n curly-headed boy, and the more or less incoherent ch. Le 
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THE VERY THING FOR HIM. 


he 
8. 
mber. 
been ae: 
agai 1 
Youth. I've called to have my photoers h taken. 
ea Photo Artist. Let me recommend the New Photography, it is 
5 ro ry suitable for people of your build. 
is dar MY SWEETHEART WHEN A BOY. 
Oma. ruixk even now she must have been -looking. In the 
d he den dawn of my young manhood 1 thought her the most divine 
0 Say, ature I had ever met. 
1 over it appeared to me gene in accordance with the fitness of things 
vente at she should preside over a confectionery counter. There seemed 
three be a natural affinity between her and the sweet delicacies dis- 
fused, sed, I was a young man with an a digestion and a 
ad i althy appetite in those days, but I could have ſunched off an 
le turnover or a jam sandwich under Florrie's eyes with keener 
1 1 t than the costliest spread oad graced not by her presence. 
fe 4 I believe I was first ind to visit the tart shop from motives 
ae economy. My weekly emolument was not such as to warrant 
es in making an expensive mid-day meal. I k of Vienna 
Th try and drank in the smiles of Florrie with a glass of milk. 
e 0 e spell was working, and 
a The ingered yet. I absorbed 
of 5 marmalade sponge and 
4 th Portion of sultann cake. 
del feit my peace of mind 
ritines ping from me. Her 
ne ted nd came in delicious con- 
stable t with mine as she gave 
a ur > my change, she smiled 
ae her blue eyes met and 
lein; ) modestly beneath my 
5 8 „. ] left the place ina 
eirel te nt rous intoxica- 


n re 
my divinity upon my 
piting paper for the rest 
the afternoon. 
became a regular atten- 
t at the tart shop. 1 
Ww HO poe away 
m it. 1 developed a 8 
enomenal taste for pastry in all its sickly varieties. I would go 
in the morning to post a letter and drop in for tive minutes and 
Team merengue, I spent my entire luncheon half hour devour- 
pull pastry and my darling’s glorious beauty. 
Ax the months wore on, I obtained the privilege of admittance 
+ Cpa her friendship. Golden days, how I revelled in each delicious 
als an: ment breathed in my darling's presence. 
world obtained a ten-pound rise at the office, and resolved to put my 
to the test. I sought the tart shop, full of desperate purpose, 
lover a bath bun and a ginger ale I poured out my long patsy 
sion. She said she was very sorry, but it could never be. 
ught her why. She responded that she had for some years 
n given to another. I don't know exactly what J said, but 
tied shame upon her heartless perfidy. She went to the glass 


ing 


ed this 


patio 
iallers 
that c 
z is . 
as v1 
custo 


rp 
d. its 
ondent 
apeitt 
je SATS 


or 16 ft 


y as te or of the shop and called “Carl.” A burly German responded. 
a i coat was off, and his hands white with the manufacture of 
ould 


( try. 1 pee hurriedly, without even waiting to pay. 
proceed fell ill. I felt it was a broken heart, but the doctor called it 
mired digestion. He asked me what I had been eating lately, 

1 gave hima list from memory. He remarked that I was a 
entitic curiosity, and wrote an article in the Lancet on my case. 
n heart whole to-day, but my stomach is a shattered ruin. 


— — 


ALTERS THE CASE. 


uphel im awfully gone on a fellow, dear, and I'm engaged.” “Con- 


er. Te gratulate you.“ But they re different men.“ 
cack 


nd in be 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 
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ASHFIELD, LATCHFORD, CHESHIRE, March 18¢h, 1898. 

Dear Mr, SLoper,—I cannot thank sufficiently for the 
honour you have conferred upon me. have already received 
quite a host of cong: letters trom delighted friends, all of 
whom seem properly impressed by the announcement of the new 
dignity I have acquired. Your reference to milk and soda has 
created quite a revolution in certain circles, and many ambitious 
and env are now trying, by continual consumption 
of the aforesaid beverage, to qualify themselves for the “ Award of 
erit.” I trust it will not interfere in any way with the popularity 
of the historical “Unsweetened.” Once more thanking you. 
believe me, yours very truly, 
Percy Mil rox, F. 0.8. 


— ee 


NO LAUGHING MATTER NOW. 

Tar. humorous editor said to his humorous writer: 

“Those brilliant sallies of yours on the mother-in-law 
Lately we greatly have missed!" And the joke-inditer 

A sigh from the deepsomest depths of his heart did draw. 
“Pardon me, sir!” he replied, with a strange diminution 

Of mirth. “1 the gauntlet of oe month did run, 
And the mother-in-law, dear sir, is an institution 

In which I no longer am to see any fun!” 


— — 


= 3 HIS 222 1 IT. 
ESPITE the cavillings of crusty old gentlemen who write to the 
news about the “disgraceful state of the streets,” most of 
our thoroughfares are washed and swept every night; and 
the other night, soon after Big Ben had boomed out the hour of 
Gea dis trees tue Dessorsan, en Barrer site. en Meee tetas 
sion m the rsea, or Surrey side, on 
West. Light-hearted enough, he was . — : 8 
An' phwhy do we riv'rence the name o, Sain’ Patrick, 
An’ echo his praises o'er mountains an’ lakes ? 
Sure wasn't Sain’ Patrick the very same dar- lin 
That dhrove from Ould Oireland the last o the shnakes?" 
when. approaching the centre of the bridge, his wandering eye fell 
upon the form of a young man. Being of an inquiring turn of 
mind he pulled his horse up, and these words fell upon his ears : 

“ And to-morrow, false girl, when the mighty river gives up her 
dead and you learn that Iam no more, you may realise that you 
spurned a love which knew no cooling, a heart t was——" 

Here the would-be suicide paused, for his attention had been 
drawn to the nce of Mickey in the cart. 

„Aha, good fellow," cried the young man in tones of bitter 
sadness, you are just in time to witness a wretched man's end. 
: a — — d has now no charm for me. I hope you won't 

ry to stop me 

“ Divil a bit!” replied Mick, cheerfully ; “get along with yer 
soosansiding, but——" 

„But what, my good fellow?“ 

That's an illigant hat you've got on, an’ would jest shuit me to 
bine et Sundays; maybe ye'll leave it on the parrypet there for 
me 

The young man smiled scornfully. He removed his brown 
alpine hat and placed it upon the parapet. 

* D’ye really mean soosansiding ? asked Mick, seriously. 

„I mean to try—and you've promised not to interfere. When 
the stream below has closed upon my wretched form——” 

“When phwhat?” 

“T say, when the waters of the Thames have received my 

— 

“Och!” burst in the Irishman, there's not wather enough down 
there to irragate a creepin’ deg ; but don't let that shtop yer. Ef 
so be as ye don’t bash yer skull in on the buttresses as ve go down, 
there's an illigant underlay of black sewage mud that'll hould ye 
toighter than wax till yer shtruggles is over. Pwhy, a youn 
feller went over lasht week, P er at this very shpot. He tust of all 
shpattered his brains over that middle arch, an’ then went squish 
into that black mud“ 

But the young man had replaced his “elegant brown hat and 
strode off in the direction of Cheyne Walk. Already the outline 
of his figure was lost in the darkness, 

“'Tis meself that’s a blunderin’, brainless omadahaun !” growled 
Mike, punching himself in the side out of sheer vexation ; “If I 
hadn't a had sich a divil of a jaw on me I'd ‘a’ had that beautiful 
brown hat t’ wear nix’ Sunday. Git oop.” 

And the slumbering horse moved slowly forward again. 


eee 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTOUR 6. 

Nott with standin the prospecks of immeedyit releese from the 
ag eye of cervitood it wos a sad and glumy meel. 

Tho i did mi best tu put a smilin fais t, mi hart smote me 
with sickinin missgivin at the thort that termorrer wood se 
Adolfus and me far apart. I karst a furrtif luk at the unkonshus 
objeck of mi thorts, and noted that a tier stud in is i. Kood it 
bea that he orleo looked with dred erpon the sepperashun? 

“ Adolfus,” i sed, softly, Adolfus, you weap; nay, Adolfus, do 
not stryve tu koneeel it, the duey teer drop yet glistens in yoar i.” 

“ And wot if it dus?” he respons. “Tria bitt of this ere uniyun 
recall, and se 15 it —— maik hes . bey 5 W 

te 8 itt of roemance, how quic yu ng befoar 
the idyus ea prosaik explernashun. i hart kold withinn 
me as i rearlyzed that i ‘ad givun mi yung and untryd afeckshuna 
in vane. It wos a biter blo butt i choaked down the sobbs that 
rose from mi pane-racked busum, and helped miself libbruli tu 
uniyun tu akount foar the rysin teers. 

Thus wos luv’s yung dreem crooly shatered. 

The nex mornin i packked mi bocks, and arfter a stormi intervu 
with Misis Grubbem, in wich she toled me i wos a idul, ungratful, 
abanduned gurl, and shud end mi dais on the gallers, i shuk the 
dust of her inorspitabul rufe orf mi feat and reterned wunce moar 
tu mi chyldhud's ‘ome. 

Forchernately foar me it wos nott long befoar i wos wunce moar 
pervided with an inguigment, foar tho woshin connexshun karried 
on bi mi industreus pareunt wos nott as flurrishin as it decerved 
tu be, konsiderin the hartistkic kare and atenshun lavished on 
varyus garmunts, J apened tu menshun tu the yung laidy huse 
par keaps the fryd fish shop at the korner of our street that i wos 
temporrily dissingaiged, wen she ses she thort she knu of a plaice 
that mood meat mi taistes in every respeck. It wos at a i skool 
foar gurls in the naberud, and the uther general ‘avin left sudunli 
oin tu an atak of meesels, tha was rejooced tu the dyerist 
ickstremyties. 

»Avin konsultid with mi mar, who e ved ily of the skeem, 
thinkin it probberbul that i mite be abul tu purkure 'er the skool 
washin, i kald at the indykated adres and proffered miself as a 
kandydait foar the vakunt persishun. 

A stade and elderli persun, with korkskru syde kurls, o uned 
the door tu me, and arfter a breaf inturvu in wich speshul stres 
wos lade on no follorers and strick morrals i wos ingaiged, and the 
very nex da i tuk up the juties of mi noo persishun, 


(Tv be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Boat-racE Mem.—Rival Blues: Riplex' and Reckitt's. 
AN A. R. T. Gallery: That of Arthur Roberts's Theatre. 
To Naturalists.—Did the “great auk,” before its extinction, 
frequent Auckland? “ . 
A POST-MORTEM examination by the Röntgen process will be 
known as Raysing the Dead.” 


DO YOU KNOW HIM Pp 


Fancy Portrait of the Theatre Fiend, who comes in at n critical 
portion of the play, and takes half an hour to select a seat. 


— — 


ALAS! POOR CHOLLY. 


Gus. Gomme te the Straichtways’ this evening, dear boy! 

Cholly Dudesley. No. Shouldn't think of it. Mawy Stwaighte 
ways insulted me yesterday most gwoxely. 

us. She's awfly coarse and masculine, What did she do? 

Rolly Dudesley. Why, she called to see the mater, and L was 
in the dwawing-woom amusing myself with one of those musical 
instwuments that my bwother, the major, bwought back from 
Ashanti with him. “Haw de do, Miss Straightways?” I said, 
pleasantly. “Do you know what I’m playing?" She looked at 
me a moment, and weplied, 1 should say you're playing the 
fool.” Wasn't it wude? 


MATUTINAL MANIA. 


(The “ Faculty ” (or certain members thereof), have now discovere! that a con- 
siderable number of the ills that flesh is heir to are caused by Early Rising !) 


“EARLY to bed and 
early to rise” 

Was once considered a 
saying wise ; 

But as new times bring 
newer laws, 

Twould seem they also 
change our “saws.” 

For ages we were warned 
that Health— 

Yea, also Wisdom; like- 
wise Wealth, 

All nuts upon this pro- 


Waar! RISE BY Two 


IN “THE AFTERNOON ®° 
Youe, We YOURSELF 


rer 
“ Early to bed and earl 
to lee.” a 


But now ‘tis said, 
We this must dread, 
And stay a long, long 
time in bed! 


So let those early birds who wixh, 
Catch wormlets for their Breakfast Dish, 
Since Early Rising leads to ills, 


And uently doctor's bills). 
gain the Heal -Wealth-Wisdom boon 
You ne'er must rise till afternoon ; 
For every medico now “ guys” 
“Early to bed and early to rise!” 
Bo peer or “ ped. 
Who'd keep his head 
Must lie as long as he can in bed! 


— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


No. 11.—HELMET WORN BY THE GERMAN EMPEROR, AND A 
SAUSAGE SPECIALLY MADE BY His MAJESTY. ALSO A 
Comic SONG COMPOSED BY HIM. 


Turse Relics were presented by the Emperor himself to A. 
SLOPER, who observed that he felt highly honoured and proud to 
receive them: to which the great William replied, that had he not 
admitted the fact he should have at once summoned his Royal 
Guards, and had the Eminent arrested and placed with his (the 
Emperor's) brother-in-law, in the — — cellar beneath the Palace 
kitchen stairs. The helmet, designed and made by the Emperor, 
assisted by the royal blacksmith, is very pretty. A. SLOPER on 
state occasions has donned it himself, and for light summer wear 
has found it exceeding grateful and comforting. The sausage 
speaks eloquently for itself, if you rashly venture within speaking 
distance of it. The Emperor assured A. SLOPER he would tind it 
good eating. A. SLOPER takes the royal word for it. The comic 
song is composed in several languages. This is the English version. 
A. SLOPER ventured to remark that fit somewhat resembled a 
composition heard in his youth, and attributed to England's 
rreatest clown, “What!” cried the Emperor, Then | consider 
it 2 contounded piece of impudence on the part of the Jack 
Pudding. to dare to anticipate me!” “Most disgraceful, your 
Majesty, observed A. SLOPER, who is a good courtier, 

(Jo be continued.) 
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No. 422.— Mn. Frep Leicutoy, F. O. S. 


_ ©The gentleman whose portrait has this week 
increased our collection of celebrities, is one of those 
Versatile geniuses who would have succeeded in 
almost any walk of life he had elected to follow. 
Had Fate called hin to the Church, he would, ere 
this, have been well upon the high road to the 
Archbishopric of Canterbury ; had he entered the 
army, there would be no question as to Lord 
Wolseley’s successor. In any calling Frederick 
would have risen to the top of the tree, and though 
he has chosen perhaps the hardest and most difticult 
of all, he has long since shown that a position upon 
the topmost branch wil! be ultimately his. Chiefly 
because he’s n first-rate comedian, he was created 
F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him October 18th, 1895. — Hebrett Improved, 


“What are the essentials of a stage life, Bob?” “Oh, 
tights and a thorough draught!” 


. 


GIRL’S BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 
It was awfully sweet of her to ask him, and he 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


No. 11.—MAstTer WILLIAM IIIidodixs. 


AGED 7.—This was an eventful 
time in our young friend's life, 
nothing less than the date of 
first breechihoud, The garments 
might have fitted him better had 
they not been originally made for 
his male parent, and had his fond 
mother been a little more deft 
with the needle, 


At Birth, Acep 9 Montits, AGED 1 
Year AND 9 Montis.—When first pro- 
sented to his parents they were disappoint - 
ed, expecting something pretty, but con- 
soled themselves with the 

lain babies develop into the beautiful. 
he development has not yet commenced, 


| 


nowledge that 


AGED 9.—We here meet with him on one of his 


MQM 
i Au: 1 


AGED 10.— About this time 
William Higgins gained for 
himself the proud title of Blood- 
stained Bill, and also gained 
amongst his set golden opinions 
for the way he could dodge 
policemen, School Board in- 
epectors, and other objcction- 
able persons, 


AGED 11.—On his eleventh 
birthday he suffered his only 
defeat. The event is worth 
relating. It appears that, en- 
couraged by Alexandry, he 
conceived the idea of scaiping 
the girl next door, and one day 
scaled the garden wall; then 
yells arose, and he returned as 
nbove. He hadn't the scalp 
with him, 


red, nay blvod-red letter days, the occasion of him 
being first run in, for accidentally smashing 
sweetstufl shop window. By acoincidence ‘Ale 
andry happened to be passing nt the time, and had 

., the luck to tind a lump of stickjaw on the 
fr ment, which the honest lad quietly appropriated 


UL to his own ure. 


a 
Xe 


VES 


AGED 8.—Ajax defying the 
lightning pales betore the pic- 
ture of Wiiliam aefying his 


parents, His bold front speaks 
well for his hardy and robust 
nature, vonsidering the frequent 
broomhandles 


applications of 
and birch twigs. 


PRESENT Day.— Blood- 
stained Bill, when in full war- 
fat makes a gallant show, 

ad the fearless been born 
in other days, what a_ bold 
buccaneer, what a swashbuck- 
ler, what 2 monarch of the 
middle and other ages he would 
have made! 


IT PROVED EFFECTUAL. 


A BANJO SOLO. 
* Pink-a-ponk-n-pink-0-ponk-pink. 
punk-punk |” 


8 . 1 5 

, , 

HE WAS ONLY DREAMING. 
Ally. Who's that a-tickling ! 


they sinh 


wouldn't have missed the muffins for worlds. At j 
first her costume struck his lordship as being a bit 0 devou 
rum, but as time wore on he got to it, and Royal A 
before he said good - by o liked it immensely. 
vl 
\ N (Vt 
1 Curious bas-relief, discovered!" 
„ wee : -SLOPER whilst digging a 2, 
« u are fond of puns, Mr. Stag, do you Gerald, Do you know how my brother cured his wife of smoking? Olive. No. linet f ONDE 
I know ee my calling you my deer ?” 5 Gerald. Made her finish the box of cigars she'd given him years before as a birthday present. pain ferry ae 15 in ne bs 
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